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" ROUGHING IT AT BRIGHTON. 

— “Poor Papa being refused at ‘The Metropole,’ ‘The Grand, ‘The Old Ship,’ and most of the other Hotels, the Family has been compelled to roost 


on the beach. Through the kindness of Captain Collins, a kind of marquee has been erected near ‘The Skylark’ for their use, and they are making the 
best of it. Pa says it’s like a prolonged picnic, and, when it doesn’t rain, it’s rather pleasant. Personally, I think such con 
z surprised that the authorities don’t interfere. Mamma says Pa’s plain dishes are just passable, 


ST. SWITHIN’S DAY. 


duct disgraceful, and I’m 
but his entrées are simply ghastly.’—Tvorsig. 


THE WANDERER. 


ABOUT 1730 there was to be seen & poor, ragged, untaught 
boy roving about the streets of Dublin, picking up a living 
more or less honestly, and calling himself a lord's son, He 
was a lord’s son, too—he was James, the heir of the Annes- 

evs, 


school, inadistant part of the country, where he was cruelly 
| treated, badly fed, and allowed—his clothes being worn-out 


—to go in rags; and his death was even reported by letter, 

° so that his father might borrow money by mortgaging the 
estates, Having himself cross-questioned the boy, the lord's 
» brother, who, to his dismay, realized the fact that between 

~~ himself and the title and the lands there existed a living 

Th ati harrier, resolved to get rid of it at once, He wrote to his 

iH brother, recommending him to send little James toaschool 

|. “Twas St. Swithin® Day, awiold Father Swithin 2 "Wine think ve of tin weather, sonny —St, 3. “ Not one larger thana tidy sized hand would cover,” at St. Omer, where he would be ont, of the Way. Lord 

While cluickling te uanoll: oe ahinkine ct the heat Swithin's Day, and no sien of rain?” quoth Farmer Five minutes later, rain was coming down in sheets, and Percpet lh ab ye “ Acts gi ahi ie rdlue kt and i 

little triek he wonld play pon those conceited English Gionles to his friend, Hayrack. “Splendid!” returned the farmers, as they wended their way Lumeward, swore Immediately afterwarc 8; but, Insteac of sending his ne P ew 

se asses, as Le terms the natives of Great Britain, Hayrack,“ not the sign of a cloud to be seen. At least "— never to trust to appearances again. to school, the uncle shipped him to be sold as a slave in 


— ys 


226 


Pennsylvania, On board the boat the unhappy boy, hearing what 
was to be his doom, endeavoured to make away with himself, and 
refused all food ; but “the captain, in fear of losing a slave worth 
money, had it forced down his throat.” At the journey's end 
James was sold, and the life he led with his owner was very 
dreadful, he being continually put to work overtaxiny his strength. 
An old woman befriended him, fed him, and endeavoured to 
improve his education. He neglected his toil to learn, and was 
cruelly tlogged. His benefactress died, and he ran away. He was 
canzht and sold to another master, Once more he ran away, and, 
when recaught, was condemned to serve five years longer. Ren- 
dered desperate, he seemed likely to go mad,and he was taken into 
the house to be nursed. Here Mary, the planter’s daughter, fell in 
love with him. An Indian girl fell’in love with him also, and tried 
to take the other girl's life. Fearing the consequences of this act, 
however, she committed suicide, and during Miss Mary's illness 
and delirium, the parents learnt the truth, and the mother, “as a 
reward for James’ Righly correct conduct in the matter,” suggested 
he should be set free, 

Her husband agreed,and took him half-way tothe port, but then, 
reflecting on the loss of money it would be, changed his mind and 
wyain sold the unfortunate fellow asa slave, Ina fury James fell 

and would have murdered the perfidious wretch had not the 
“alers rushed on him with their whips, His new master, it 
+», treated him kindly whilst he lived, which was three years, 
ames was again sold, This time it was toa planter living 
near the place where Mary's family resided, and the brothers of the 
Indian gir!, whose love dames had rejected, determined to murder 
him for being the cause of her suicide, They waylaid him in a 
forest. and one of the would-be assassins was captured and tried, 
“not asa murderer, but as having injured property in the shape of 
a slave—to pay the surgeon for curing that slave, and to compen- 
sate his master fur the loss of time during which the slave was 
unable to work.” 

At length, after more strange adventures, the “young baron” 
effected his escape and entered himself asa common sailor on board 
an English ship. Here he told his story to the admiral of the fleet, 
who believed it and assisted him to reach Treland, where he found 
and told his story to the agent of the family aud his old nurse, and 
was assisted by them in every way. James brought an action 
against his uncle to recover the estates, which he recovered, but he 
never assumed his father's title, and it was supposed that some 
pe arrangements were entered into between the litigants to 

vep family secrets dark. 


. * * * . » 
“Which,” babbled the Blue Eyed Bubblelet, “it reminds me 
muchly of a story, by Stevenson, called ‘The Master of Ballantrae.’" 
“Which it do,” observed Be- William,” 
¢ Next week,“ A Nice Young Man.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


SS 

tha Rorespendents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope fang enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


What arrant nonsense, CHRISTOPHER, peruse this week's “ Cam- 
pane”; And when you find how wrong you are,go hide your head 
an shame, We know it’s very wrong of us to act like that, 
H. Price. You'll ercuse us for remarking that it's “naughty, 
but it's nice.” With Stoper's little weaknesses, REX doesnt 
sympathize: His vagarirs are legion, and cause us no surprise, 
Al right, Fo AL, the Eminent shall patronize your town; Or 
Tootsir, pr'ps, will visit it. Thanks muchly, ROBERT Brown, 
For letter and the cutting ; but we hardly think we can Bestow 
the SLOPER Medal on the boy or on the man. There wasn't any 
danger, for the water wasn't deep, No, thank you, ARTHUR 
FOWLER; ét's a joke that will not Seep, Your story is unsuitable, 
and far too long, HW. Minne: Besides, we haven't apace for con- 
tributions of the kind, We do not know the lady, NEUL, but if 
shell condesecnd To forward us her photo, she shall be a“ Tootaee 
Friend. We're rery much obliged te you DEVOS and EDITH 
Buakk, Bur kindly intimating that our journal takes the cake. 
We know it can't be beaten, as you very kindly say; But we're 
modest—always hace been; we were burn and built that way. 

—— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circatation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


rorwarded toany Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Cnited States of America, pust-free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 


“TIE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


£150- 


will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLoPper’s HAL¥-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER's HALF- HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


+ 


“T say, Softy,” ejaculated Trotter, “why do you only use on€ 
glass, instead of a pair of specs. ora pincenes 2" “Why, deah boy, 
you see, as it is I'm always exercising my brain in a most dweadful 
manner, and if I wore two glasses, why, of cawse, I should see twice 
as much, don’t vou know, and weally, the exertion would be some- 
thing too dweadful.” 


“Now, a kiss, dear,” quoth he, 
“Ts a noun, you'll admit; 

But common or proper— 
Canst thou tell that of it!” 


“Well, I think,” replied she, 
To speak nothing loth, 
While she smiled and grew red, 
“Well, [ think it is both!” 
[Ahem! ALLY SLoPeER's idea toa 7, 
s 
* 

“ Aw!" said De Snubber to Commercial Traveller. “ How de do, 
Johnson? How de do? Aw—anything new in—aw—boots?” “No, 
I haven't seen anything in ‘em but feet!” replied Johnson, 

s ¢ 


YounG Stiggins, who is a devout young man, was saying his 
grace at breaktast the other day, with his head bent down and his 
hose somewhat close to the poached eggs, when his laudlady 
entered the room. “Well, | never!” exclaimed the irate old 
woman. “Wot are yer a-sniffin’ at?) Ain't they good enough for 
yer?) And they new laid, at twenty a-shillin’. Yer ort to be 
ashamed of yerself, yer ort, to treat a pore widder in sich a way,” 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“Where did you get that black eye ?—fight- 
ing,eh?” “No, I was only looking on, ma!” 


ILLUSTRATED BALLAD. 
“When the lights are low.” 


‘, i 
i 


Ruth (alluding to man carrying habu), Toor fellow, how miserable he looks! 
Do you know, Grace, somehow or another his face seems quite familiar to me. 

Graee. And no wonder. Ha, ha, ha! I shall never get over it. Why, dear, he 
is the bold and dashing actor with whom you were so enamoured at the theatre 
pat ninnt way don't you speak to him, as you declared you would on the first 


SNAKE AND MASHER CHARMER. A FRENCH VISITOR. 
“Oh, would T were a snake that I Cerlo (sotto voce), Guess Til show 
| could cling to thee. "- 4, Sloper, Lay. + these English pups a thing or two! 


eat 


(Saturday, July 18, 1891. 


‘TWAS at the club, and they were discussing the divorce cases 
of J. v. J. and B., to be heard on the morrow, “My dear fellow,” 
said one, “ B.'s love for her was purely platonic, There is absolutely 
no evidence against the lady except B.'s letter, and one letter ought 
not to make much difference.’ “I don't know,” said another ; 
“ one letter has wrought a great change in B., anyhow. Before, he 
was Perniyt her correspondent—now he’s co-respondeut.” Then 
they fined him drinks round. *.* 


Mrs. Popcers had baked a batch of home-made bread, but it 
did not go off as quickly as it might have done. “I think | shall 
send a couple of these loaves down to the Porpers,” observed Mrs, I’.; 
“they are very badly off, | know, and we are told to cast our bread 
upon the waters.” “ Yes, my dear,” responded her brute of a 
husband, “I should cast it if I were you; the water may soften it 
a bit, aud, if it does, it will do to feed the fish, you know,” 


s 
THERE was a young lady of Leicester, 
Whose “mash,” as he fondly caressed her, 
Was pricked by a pin 
Left carelessly in 
Her waist by the maid who had dressed her. 


s 
“ AND what is your fare, cabman ?" inquired the Rev. Mr. Stig- 
gins at Victoria Station, “I'll leave it with you, sir,” responded 
Cabby. “Generous young man! you leave it in good hands, and, 
believe me, my dear Keristian brother, the poor heathen shal, 
benefit by your free hearted gift. Bless you, brother !"—nearly 
affected to tears—“ Good-bye!" But that wasn’t what cabby 
meant, and when he followed the reverend gentleman and de- 
manded his “ bally money,” the R. 8, was grieved sorely. 
sf 


s 

Me Gooseley (at the last Press supper). Goo’ ni’, ALLY. 

The Eminent, Wha’ d'ye mean? Not going yet, su'ly? 

Me Govseley, Not much! But from tashte of that whisky, I 
cale'late I shall be speechlesh b'fore I go ‘way, sho—sho | thought 
I'd better shay “Goo' ni’,” while | can shpeak. 

.? 


* 
THEY es! that on the Gravesend boats that are going to run 
next year, that every seat will be provided with an arm to go round 
the girl's waist if necessary. The company will charge extra for 
this privilege. But there, it will be much safer and much more 
economical in not having to stand drinks to it, than the ordinary 
full private of the Household Foot. 

Ln 

* 

“HAVE you any room for a high class t?” inquired a long 
and greasy haired individual,as he pushed his way into the editor's 
sanctum the other morning. “Sorry we haven't,” was the bland 
reply “but 1 have no doubt any respectable lunatic asylum 
would accommodate you.” ee 

= 


Intending Fare. Pull up closer to the pavement, cabby—not that 
way, the other way. Take this portmanteau—no, no, don’t put it 
there; put it the otherside. And this hat-box—no, no, I always 
like my hat-box to go there; and—and why on earth won't your 
horse keep still, cabby ? 

Cabman., 'Cos he’s a fidgety little beggar like yourself, I s’pose. 

s* 


* 

HE must have been fond of that dear girl when he pressed her 
so hard to his heart that they could only get the marks of the 
buttons out of his coat front by souking them in sweet oil and 
putting them under a steam hammer. 


* 
IT is the happy season 
When I'm sitting by the sea; 
And, oh! I am as happy 
As apy lad can be, 


Darling little fairies 
Splashing in the waves ; 

Susans, Kates and Maries, 
The saucy briny laves. 


Shyly meet the waters, 
Holding to the rope, 

Cries Tootsie, best of daughters, 
“ He's got a telescope un 


* 

THEY were darlings all three of them, and they were talking 
about corsets. “What do you think supports one best?” asked 
Gladys. “1 like steels.” “Oh, 1 prefer whalebone,” answered Alice. 
“Do you, indeed?" said the innocent little Violet. ‘* Well, it’s all 
a matter of taste, of course; but | like a young man’s arm as well 
as anything.” *.* 


Mr. Hardup. Wh—wh—what do those fellows in the hall want? 

Iky Mo (who has come in for the sheriff). They want their oof, 
guv'nor, that’s all. 

Mr, Hardup (horror-stricken). Wh—wh—what! Oh, this is 
dreadful, indeed! I've read of brokers stripping a poor man’s 
home and depriving him of all his possessions, but I would never 
have believed that they would have taken the roof off a man’s 


house, and raining as hard as it is, too. 
s * 


“1 CAWN'T imagine what makes the Lady Maud sosweet on me,” 
observed a gilded youth, looking at himself in the glass. “I cawn’t 
see what there is in me to be mashed on.” “No more can I,” re- 
sponded a plain spoken friend. “But you must remember she ix 
most awfully shortsighted.” —_« [Another case of “tiffs. 

* 


“THEY'RE very busy at that post-office. Why, I hear that tele- 
graph going click-click all the day long.” “ Lor’ bless yer, that 
ain't the telegraph that clicks ; that’s only the new superintendent 
kissing the girl clerks whenever they give the right chang..” 

s 8 


s 
Overheard ona London General Omnibus Company's ' Bus. 
Driver (civilly). 1f you get down at the next corner, sit, and 
turn to the right, you'll tind the street as you want, sir. 

Passenger (with expression uf catreme surprise), By Jove, 
driver! how long have vou taken to being so polite and obliging } 
Driver (tvuching his hat), Ever siuce the tickets come in, sir. 
.¢ 
* 

THE only real good mother-in-law who ever lived, was that 
ussen who asked her daughter's husband to kiss the new governe-* 
hind the kitchen jack-towel, and who then wentand deliberately 
committed suicide, for fear she should mention it even in her dreams. 


“WHAT is a woman's sphere?” is asked 
Of us by a reader dear. 
We are not sure ; but isn't a mouse 
The best known woman's fear? 


* 

THE thatch was coming off his knowledge box rapidly. lis 
hairdresser had impressed upon him for years that he was“ gettin 
very thin on top, sir,” and he had spent enough money on hair- 
washes and restorers to pay the Prince's debts, when the followings 
advertisement attracted his attention, “PREVENTION IS BETTEH 
THAN CURE. Send I.0. for 7s. 6d., and a certain preventive 
against baldness will be forwarded by return,” He dis atched the 
oof, and the following day received a post-card, enscri ved “Verer 
get married.” Then he gave it up in disgust, and came to the con- 
clusion that all men are rogues. « « 

. 


“$1R,” said the bootmaker, “you'll pardon me, T hope, for ask- 
ing, but I should like to know what a gentleman such as you 
wants with these heavy, double-soled, hob-nailed. brass toe-cappe'd 
boots?” “Would you?” said our chief. “Well, come round te- 
morrow, then, and bring me an ‘Ode to Summer,’ or something e! 
a similar character, and you'll find out.” 


en 


: 
‘ 
$ 


Saturday, July 18, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE AT HASTINGS. 


—— 


ADOLINE DE CLAIRVILLE, according to ma’s “ Ladies’ Cabinet 
of Fashion, Music and Komauce,” was just seventeen, and she 
ca “inherited from her 
arias * mother, who had been a 
—_ Parisian belle, the airy 
= elegance and mien, the 
tine and gracetul form, 
the dark and brilliant eve 
by which a truly beauti- 
ful French woman ever is 
distinguished ; while from 
her father she derived the 
Saxon distinctions of a 
complexion exquisitely 
fine, and a profusion of 
golden hair. Her features, 
though delicate, were ex- 
pressive, and animated by 
a soul highly susceptible 
and highly cultivated.” 
"Twas she, according to 
ma's book, who, as the 
“soft twilight of a Sep- 
tember evening was steal- 
ing over the horizon,” 
sought the “ Lover's Seat,” 
at Hastings, and there met 
Edwin de Courey, who 
“in silent rapture awaited 
her approach.” 

Good old E, de C.! The 
night before we quitted 
London, | wended my way 
accompanied by rank and 
talent, to the Royal Music 
Hall in Holborn, at which my friend Arthur Swanborough is 
the most courteous of acting managers, and there I saw and heard 
Albert Chevalier in his marvellous coster serenade. Was 'Arriet, I 
wonder, ever “took” to ’Astings as well as to the “Welsh 'Arp” 
down 'Kndon way? and did they, too, sit upon the seat hallowed 
by memories of Edwin de Courey and Adoline de Clairville? 

Tn another of ma’s books, it says that the Lover's Seat was said 
to have been “the scene of « neighbouring amour, and which the 
visitants of Hastings never fail to perform a pilgrimage to—youth 
from sympathy, and age to refresh the fading impression of former 
attachments.  Thither wandered the other day the Dook Snook 
and Lord Bob, The former shed a tear, and the latter cut his name 
on what is left of the seat. We fancy the Dook’'s affections were 
blighted somewhat early by a Duokess or something in a third row, 
His figure now is more 
commanding when 
clothed. Yesterday 
morning, when he was 
taking a dip, he was 
much telescoped by the 
curious, 

In ma’s guide's time, 
at the “Swan Inn” 
was “a suitable assem- 
bly room, witha gallery 
for the music.” The 
assemblies were weekly, 
“Cards and tea-drink- 
ing, with other innocent 
amusements,” filled up 
“the remainder of the 
time.” What a queer 
old place in ma’s guide's 
time Hastings must 
have been. Ilere came 
Theodore Hook with 
his wit and wine loving 
companions, and, 
earlier, David Garrick, 
planting mulberry- 
trees, and, earlier still, 
smug Titus Oates, after- 
wards to be flogged 
nearly to death for per- 
jury, was born of a 
worthy schoolmaster. 
Here, earlier still, came 
William the Conkeror, who fell on his Norman nose landing. 
Earlier and earlier still, came a Danish pirate, who built a fort in 
order to protect his men, and from it properly peppered the local 
policeman, 

Visitors to Hastings usually go to Battle, but they need not fight 
there, unless ioarried. We went, but failed to find Harold's body : 
indeed, we didn't even find the arrow; but perhaps it would have 
been an arrow view to take of a day's pleasure to have felt dis- 
appointment on that account. 

Although we, however, found nothing, an old and ancient 
fish woman, who smelt of the year before last’s red herrings, claimed 


Muclily telescoped. 


Lord Bob as her long lost son, and hugged him tightly to her | 


herringy old heart. Bob explained that he was a peer; but this 
being taken by the fish flavoured one, who naturally regarded piers 
as wood or iron constructions, as a sign of see she took Bob 
prisoner ina fish net, through the meshes of which she feeds him 
with % spoon, so as to keep him alive until his father, the 
Earl, comes down to claim him, Giddy garden goat gambols are 

looming on the horizon. 

As to Billy the Bun 
Bolter, he, of course, 
could not be induced to 
climb to dizzy heights 
in search of the seats 
of long gune lovers, 
but flops about the 
beach, and Lardi, Tottie 
and Co, take turns fan- 
ning the “ fairy face and 
form.” 

Of course we visited 
the White Rock Baths 
to witness Professor 
Finney’s aquatic show, 
an item of which was 
an exhibition by Miss 
Finney of how she 
dived from London 
Bridge. We alsjo 
patronized the Nelson 
for a trip to mid chan- 
nel to view the ship- 

. ping, and ditto, ditto 
the Seagull to meet the 
German mail boat. 
During both trips to 
sea, the Dook wasted 
his substance, while 
Billy was adding to his 
at the refreshment bar. 

¥ .., Nothing daunted b 

mal de mer, the Dook had a good sail ina yacht in company wit 

some day trippers—an awfully shabby and festive ra ae OS did 

the thing propery as faras the Snook was concerned, and on the 

Strength of his title treated him right royally, even going so far as 

to make a subscription to replace his purse which he told them had 
been knocked overboard. 


Fanning Billy. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


BILLY. 
LITTLE eld read a story, 
Called * The Corsair's Bride,” 
"Bout a pirate grim and gory. 
Little Billy tried— 
Tried to imitate that pirate 
Aud his bloody deeds ; 
Robbed he his employer irate 
To supply his needs, 


For a pirate must have rifles, 
Swords and pistols, too; 
* What without such little trifles 
Could a pirate do? 


But they soon discovered Billy's 
Aptitude for crime ; 
And he now upon the mill is 
Working off his time, 
—_—qo_— 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER III, 
Henry I. 1100 to 1135. 


Henry I., surnamed Beauclerk, meaning a fine scholar. There 
is no doubt’ whatever but that this intelligent monarch kuew a 
thing or two, or, perhaps, three or four, His fellow-student during 
his early youth was Ralph de Sloper. As may be seen, the House 
of Sloper for years occupied most important positions in the 
country. Some foolish disparagers, however, in the present day 
have chosen to alter the absurd jest that the true House of Sloper 
is the workhouse or union, When the news came to Henry of the 
death of William Rufus, he was hunting in the New Forest with 
Ralph de Sloper. The tender hearted monarch burst into tears, 
and cried aloud, “ What shall I do! what shall I do!" “ Mort de 
marie,” answe Sloper. “Whom should you do, you mean, my 
liege. Why, do your brother Robert; he ought to come to the 
throne—but you take it. I'm your faithful follower, and ready to 
come, for to go, fur to fetch, for to carry, Lower but the dexter 
royal eyelid, and I'll beetle-paste your brother, dynamite him, 
throw him in the coffer, or whatever you like, But, for the pre- 
sent, my advice is to be off to Winchester and coll 

treasury. <A bit of ready is always a bit of ready.” 

“Sloper,” replied the King, “there is always something good in 
that old thinking-pot of yours, My brother is dead; but oof is 
oof, Let us to Winchester,” 

After this kopping of ye beanes, as the early chroniclers have it, 
Robert, Heury’s elder brother, landed at Portsmouth with his army 
to demand the crown of England. A battle was avoided by the great 
Bishop Anselem, who, turning to Henry, said, “ Whack not your 
brother, or he may fetch you another”; and, to Robert, “ In England 
you'll have ne'er a roof; besides, you're awful short of oof.” The 
result was a compromise. Robert gave up the crown of England 
for 3,000 marks annually, though he would have much liked to 
have given the scholarly and leary monarch a few words in return, 
even going so far as to remark, “He may be a fine writer, but, 
for all that, I should like to dot his ¢ for him once in = way.” 

Henry, as was the fashion in those days, soon broke faith with 
Robert, invaded Normandy, and defeated and captured his brother. 
He then locked him up, and he died in Cardiff Castle after twenty- 
eight years’ allowance of stone jug. Of course, no peop e ever lock 
up their relatives nowadays. There’s no such thing as people witha 
few thousands a year being sworn to be lunatics by their living 
relatives and conveniently kept in private lunatic asylums, Oh, no ! 
not at all! Henry 1. was unfortunate in losing his son and heir 
William, the crown going to his daughter Matilda. However, he 
received much comfort from the yore 4 to the last of 
Ralph de Sloper, who, on hearing of the death of his royal master, 
burst into tears, and said, “ He is gone, and will not return. A jolly 
good job for most of ‘em, But to me, why, he was always kind and 
yood—for a thick ‘un.” 


ar the royal 


et 


MELODY versus MALADY. 
(The Lancet recently discussed the value of music in the treatment of disease.) 
AWAY with all doctors and physic-concocters ! 
Down with surgeons and down with physicians! 
In future hautboys will replace doctor's boys, 
And when ailing we'll send for musicians, 


The gentle guitar will soon banish catarrh, 
The organ organic diseases ; 

The ophicleide serves to establish the nerves, 
The mandolin measles appeases, 


If you've got influenza just try a cadenza 
On the harmless and homely harmonium, 

And if you complain of a sprain or a strain 
Then summon the soothing euphonium. 


Try the cornet for corns and for ague French horns, 
and if you should feel very sick or low 

Try an air on the lute, a few notes from the flute, 
Or the plaintive yet popular piccolo, 


If wasting you are take a tonic-solfa, 
And try and believe that the best of all 

Cures for the dumps or the ae " or the mumps 
Is a seat at the next Handel Festival. 


So all physic we'll spurn and to music we'll turn, 
Feeling sure it can cure all our maladies ; 
Inspired with belief that no nostrum’s relief 
Is so sure as a simple old ballad is. 
Se, 


IN A “PATENT SAFETY." 

WHEN the ps humbled shoeblack—he, who, prior to solicitin, 
the honour of grafting a mirror polish on to the nutbrown boots o 
the needy for the ridiculously small charge of 1d., had borne the 
heat and burden of the day in the capacity of oven-stoker to a firm 
of Good Friday bun makers ; had fought the battle of life painting 
ultramarine blue churches on farthing kites; had busted, since 
then, a sawmill, a sandbank, 2 yoke of mules and a promising 
mustard and cress crop; he who, in despair, had great hopes of 
getting clear of the country ere some other disaster er 
when this poor humbled shoeblack, we repeat, observed that great 
numbers of our London cabmen were going “out” on strike, he 
hailed, at once, what seemed to him to promise fame and fortune. 
To think with him was to act; ere that night closed in he had dis- 
posed of his box and brushes, and procured himself a badge. Next 
day, at a tenth-rate cab-yard, where drivers were exceeding scarce, 
they fixed him up a “lot,” and, perched upon his box, flourishing 
a whip, upon the thong of which the ostler (who was something 
of a humorist) had tied a ten-inch gutta-percha “ persuader,” our 
hero started, as it were, upon a brand new life. 

Two hours later it happened that we came along looking for a 
cab. We saw that cab and;cabman. We thought he looked hot 
and flushed, but attributed it to the weather, for it was intensely hot. 

“ Hi—‘ Hansom '—Shoe Lane,” said we. 

“Right y’ are—‘op in,” said he; and we ‘opped. But, no sooner 
had we closed the doors than he let the window down with a rattle. 

“ Here, pull it up!" we shrieked through the trap-door in the 
roof ; “we don't want to be baked alive.” 

“ Better ‘ave it down,” he replied, in the tone of caution. 

“Rubbish! Pull it up.” 

He gazed down piteously on us and re lied— 

“Look ‘ere, capt'in, I'm in a bit of a sh’mozzle, an’ it’s all alon 
o’ this ‘ere whip. Now, I'd like to drive yer, ‘cos I'm ‘ard up, with 
a wife an’ eight kids an’ a goat to support, but take my tip an’ ‘are 
the windy down, V've jest left my last ‘fare’ at the Royal Free 
‘Ors'pital with his left eye cut out!” 


A SPOILT ROMANCE. _ 


—- - 


WHAT if she did work in a jam factory? 

Don't fora moment imagine she thought ansthing the less of 
herself on that ac- 5 
count, Nota bit of 
it. The dignity of 
labour lent = addi- 
tional haughtiness to 
her carriage — as it 
always should do, 

Joe Fubbs, accord- 
ing to nightly cus- 
tom, stands  wait- 
ing for Polly Wag- 
gieton at the corner 
of the street, and 


marks her eful 
form, ami the | 
stream of marmalade 
(figurative,of course), 
issuing from the 
factory gates. 


Joe holds an offi- 
cial position, though 
not a lofty one. e 
is a street scavenger 
—and a very useful 
profession, too. If 
some of the higher 

id officials, down 

Yestminster way, 
did their work half 
as thoroughly as Joe 
does his, there would 

less parliamen- 
tary mud knocking 
about. He is a big, brawny, sturdy looking sort of chap, with 
short hair, a short clay and a heart full of love. 

She greets him coldly, and they walk for a little way 
together. He feels awkward, poor devil! and, what's worse, 
looks it. 

“ You seem to be gettin’ huppish lately, Poll,” he says, presently, 
with a curious attempt at sternness, 

“And what if lam, Mr. Fubbs?” Polly fires off quickly. “ My 
ways and manners is my own, I suppose?” 

“Mr. Fubbs!" he says, with a gasp, letting his.pipe fall in blank 
dismay. “ Why, Poll, sure-ly——” 

“Yes; Mr, Fubbs!" she repeats, emphatically. “I'm sick of it. 
All must be over between us. There's your presents back—every- 
thing you ever gave me; and don't come to meet me any more!" 
Aud she shoves into his hand a little coral chain with a heart 
— to it, a glass brooch, a nutmeg-grater and other little 
tritles, 

A mighty sob gurgles in his strong throat, and his massive chest 
heaves convulsively, At length he says, hoarsely— 

“There's some 
other bloke = at 
the bottom a 
this, I'll do his 
bloomin’ dags, if L 
get lagged for it!" 

He is not a refined 
young man, and his 
expressions sadly 
lack polish ; but he 
is readfully in 
earnest. 

Then he turns on 
his heel and strides 
) away, 

* 


They walk together, 


« 7 * 
And there was 
~. some “other bloke ' 
at the bottom of it. 
Only faney! A real 
live lord had fallen 
in love with Polly. 
She guessed he was 
a lord almost before 
he disclosed the 
fact. Only a lord 
could have worn 
such a check suit 
could have sported 
such a black mous- 
tache, could have 
Through the Green Park. chucked his mone 

about like so muc 
dirt, or used such dreadful swear words. And she—she, the poor 
jam girl, was to be Lady Borndrunk. : 

She had now known him three long weeks, having first 
encountered him one dinner hour as she stood gazing longingly into 
a shop window decked with heavenly fal lals, and this evening, as 
they stroll lovingly through the Green Park, he tells her next 
Monday will see them man and wife—lord and lady—and by 
special licence, too. 

Put they are not unobserved. A broad shouldered youn fellow, 
with a slouching gait, dogs their footsteps. As he grinds his teeth 
and breathes peck he feels a touch on the arm, A shabby looking 
young woman is at his elbow. ; 

“Do you know that girl?" she says, eagerly, looking keenly up 
into his working face. ae 

“What's that to you?” he answers, eyeing her questioningly. 

“ Ah, well!” 
says the wo- 
man, “1 know 
the man well 
enough, to 
my sorrow. 
He's my hus- 
band; and, 
from what 1 
have learned 
melt hus- 
band to haif 
a dozen more 
besides. 

Piaf: a * 
ells Joe, for 
tishe. What! 

Follow me!” 

The next 
moment, Lord 
Borndrunk 
has measured 
his _ checked 
length upon 
the ground; 
has been pick- 
ed up and 
knocked down 
again several 
tim ' 8 Pi ith 
equal celerity ; 
hae Polly's 
screams have, 
wonderful to relate, attracted the attention of a man in blue. 

Three months later, Polly is Mrs. Fubbs, and Slippery Jack—or, 
rather, Lord Borndrunk—is doing ten years for bigamy, He is not 
doing it on his head. 


On the ground. 
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DECLINED WITH THANKS. ANOTHER OUTRAGED PURITAN. She. Yes, Lam down here alone. “I have started bathing already, dear, and i| 
Waiter. Water, sir? Yes, sir, splendid sample “T tell you what, aunt, I shall go and have a swim round that old He. V thought I saw you with your husband this morning. this morning went in up to my ankles, i shall ‘| 
of London water, sir! buoy.” “Swim round an old boy! Julia, 'm shocked—what would Sbe. He counts as nothing. try up to my knees to-morrow.”— Extract srom . 

[Bumper won't take it on. | your husband say ?” He. Oh! letter of Young Lady. ' 

o% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—COUNTY COUNCILLOR PARKINSON. a 
Of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. — 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


“~ 


me a) 
gor 
Kean 


(1). A. SLorER was chasing a butterfly in a flowery mead ; the butterfly settled on SLOPER, one moment! Tell me, do you consider that monkey of the male or female 
a harebell. “Now I've got it,” said A.SLOVER tohinself, and cautiously approached sex?" A. SLOPER considered. “ Well, the hat appears to be a Toreador, the same 
to pop his hat down on the insect ; but his foot caught in a tuft of grass, and he as worn by ladies— yes, I should say this is a female monkey, decidedly."——(4). With 
came a cr r, while the butterfly flew over the hedve into an adjoining mead. a modest shriek Mr. Parkinson would have flown from the room, had not A, SLOPER 
“ Never mi aid the Mouldy Rag, rising, “Til go and interview Parkinson.”—— caught him by the boot tab and thus detained him. “Stay, gentle Cawston, stay ! 
(2). On his way he bought a monkey on a stick, for Jubilee, in the Lowther Arcade— I would speak with thee on a matter of business.” “Purely?” “ Purcly,” and the 
an incident at any other time not worth mentioning, only, When Parkinson saw that | Eminent produced the clown's wig. “ Have you ever, Mr. P., seen anything like that 
monkey— but A. SLOPEK anticipates, Then he thought he could have a little joke before?” “Never!” “Tis well! Now, it occurred to me that as Q.C.s wear wigs 


No. 191.—Miss ROSIE DE VAYNR. with Parkinson, so he called in at Fox's, “ Pox, luddie.” said he,“ pnt me up a clown’s | —as you may have had an opportunity of observing lately "—Mr. Parkinson bowed — 
! “What can I say to soften Rosie's heart ?"—The Dook Snook. wig.” Mr. T’arkinson was at home, “Before we proceed.” said that yentleman, | “why, then, should not C.C.s +" “A splendid idea, it would give dignity.” “Exactly, 
“Such grace, such beauty and such modesty were never seen “may Task what that is sticking out of your coat-tail pocket ?" “A simple toy pur- | and therefore I have invented this."——(5). “Permit me to try it on,” said Mr. 
before.” —Lord Boh, chased for my little boy.” “I object to toys as breeding frivolity in the youthful Parkinson, who was so taken with it that he, with A. SLOPER'S gracious permission, 
t “Enchanting fair, T love thee fondly—madly ; to win one mind; but will you allow me to see it ?"—(2). “Certainly ; you observe, with a Peomised to introduce it at the next London County Council meeting. Whether he aera 
1 smile from thee I'd perish gladly.” - Hon, Billy little manipulation we can make the animal stand on its heal—so.” “Stop, Mr. ias done so or not we have not heard up to the time of going to press, 


THE LAIRD VICTORIOUS AT LAST. 
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Q.) As the Elder was lapping his pashy the other morn he beani a voice, * Dunean, hae ve no a welcome (2) AW wunner whanur Anntie’s been a’ this rime, she’s learned (3.) As soon as he could escape, the Elder sought a watery tall gir 
for yer auld Auntie Janet?” The Elder trembled, for his Auntie bad been dead for mony a day. to hit hard, aud tae sweur like brimstone,” suliluquized the Elder. grave, aud the Laird shrieked for joy. His triumph lad come. late an 
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A-vesser 


nake-Ircks! 


Hi, hi, hi! Alive, alive, alive! Be in time, be in time, be in time ! “ What is the reason of this | én hensr If he isa train:—Of festivals young William gay Has had enough, so people say :—This ' | 


boisterous effusion?” many may ask. Why, the dissipated Wreck who bosses this = has granted | floating bath, it seems to me, Will be a sight for all to sce :—IP it won't stop, this dreadful wet, 
ng 


nle'a whole day's holiday wherewith to recruit my shattered frame by the side of the brinv. On we | “Potatucs will be scarce. you bet :— Again the Borrs with tricky ways Do Cape authorities amaze, ' 
ie harley sbi) Je caught, poor chap! In the matrimonial trap:—“ This putrid ham,” said | William has almost had enough of it, poor fellow! ‘Too much kindness kills as easily as too much vi 
Peay, take From here at once, for qoodness sake *2— George looks on railways with disdain, For \ cruelty, and the Kaiser is but human.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. j 
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id Mr. WHAT WE ARE COMING TO. 
jission, The bicycle of the future. 
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DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE. 
Nicking the copper's wiper. 


| 
4 
} 
} 
| 
I; May 
| ; 
a Alf, By Jove, Nell! what a slashing bit Harry has just made, right on to the pavilion. There was a brave knight of Cocagne ae | 
; VERY RUDE OF HER. Splendid! spleniid ! Weighing several tons ; and it’s plain, a 
ie “Will you come for a walk, Miss Longshank ? T love and adore Nell. Yes, dear, splendid, indeed. But what is he running away for? He hasn't broken a To get in his saddle, | 
raters tall girls.” “You're very kind, and T wonld with pleasure, only I window, I hope. (Disgust of Alf, who has alwaus thought, hut ts now thoroughly convinced, His war-horse to straddle, 
rome. hate and despise little men (vod morning.”, 


that girls are awsully stupid. He must have been slung to a crane. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. : 


—— 


We have always admired the Star for the ready and gallant 
manuer in which it takes up arms ou behalf of the oppressed ; but, 
in our Opinion, the cause 
it has recently been advo- 
cating is one unworthy of 
its steel, for it is a no- 
torious fact that domestic 
servants are, without ex- 
ception, the most inde- 
pendent and well treated 
class of workers. 
Hotel and res- 
taurant em- 
ployers, foot- 
men and lady's 
maids, doubtless 
have grievances 
in respect to long hours, 
which call for remedy ; 
but that house, parlour 
or scullery maids, or even 
“ generals” have much to 
complain of, we refuse to 
believe. One has only to 
read between the lines of 
their letters to discover 
that their innate selfish- 
ness, lack of interest 
in their work and sym- 
pathy with the house- 
hold, is at the bottom of the mischief. Good servants are at a pre- 
mium, and wages have never ruled higher, Before “ Servants’ 
Protection Associations” were heard of, before high born philan- 
thropists interested themselves ina branch of labour of which the 
know nothing, servants were better and perfectly satisfied with 
their position, Mary Jane, however, is rapidly becoming a very 
objectionable personage indeed, : 


THAT eccentric old gentleman, “Luke Limner,” who quite 
recently had to appear at Marlborough Street Police Court for 
vavorting about in Regent Street, dressed in woman's clothes, was 
not sent out as an advertisement for this Paper, The costumes of 
the Sloper Family, we admit, are varied and at times striking, but 
we draw the line at dark green Toreadors, with yellow streamers 
hanging down the back, Not to-day, John! 


s 
THE Purifier of the Turf has this day bestowed the “Sloper 
Award of Merit” upon F, RICKABY, because he won the Oaks on 
Mimi. “A tribute befitting the Oaks-casion, ain't it, feyther?” 
observed Alec, And once again the paternal umbrella came down 
with a whack, os 


THERE is absolutely no truth in the statement that a book by 
A. SLOPER, entitled, “ The Decline of Paddling,” is in the press and 
will shortly be published. Never- 
theless it is our melancholy duty 
to chronicle the fact that this 
noble and graceful art is fast 
hecoming a lost one. The 
Eminent is a close observer—too 
close occasionally, and the past 
few weeks by the briny have 
atforded him ample proof of 
what he has for sometime feared, 
viz.: that he number of symme- 
trical ankled = darlings, who 
allow the happy wavelets to 
lave their dainty tootsicums, 
is lamentably on the decrease. 
There must be a reason, but 
whatisit? A. SLOPER, generous, 
unselfish SLOPER, intends tu 
devote his entire energies during 
the present tour to the solution 
of the mystery, e 


* 

G. H. CHIRGWIN, the only 
White Eyed Katlir that ever was 
and is ever likely to be, has just 
presented A, SLOPER with a 
most perfect specimen of the 
Cockaleekie Terrier. | Chirgy 
writes to say this is the oely 
dog of his breed in England, 
and that he possesses some 
most extraordinary peculiarities. : 
His only fear is he may cut Snatcher out. By the White Eved 
One's special desire, he is to be called “Good Old Spot.” Due 
notice ot the Christening will appear in these columns ; meantime, 
silver mugs and spoons may be sent to Mildew Court, carriage paid. 


s : 

FoR some unaccountable reason, no mention was made by the 
press of the following portion of the procession which marched in 
the van when the German Emperor passed through Fleet Street 
last Friday — 

The Worshipful Company of Sausage Makers; Band and Banner containing 
device, “Where Ignorance is Bliss"; the Superintendent of the Dog's Home, 
Battersea, in a Triumphal Car; McGooseley on a Stretcher; Two Policemen ; 
Miss Wiedemann in a Four Wheeler ; The Sloper Staff, Marching Three Abreast ; 
Policemen with Drawn Truncheons; The Waiters from the Navalries in a Dust 
Cart; More Policeman; Representatives of 117 German Bands at present in 
London, each playing different airs; Dray containing A. SLUPER Mounting 
Guard over a Barrel of Lager; Owner of Lager Demsnding Payment; More 
Policemen, More Bauners, and Mob, .° 


ALTHOUGH The Nautch Girl, the new comic opera at the Savoy, 
falls a good deal short of what we were led to expect, the most 
captious critic will 
admit that, taken 
as a whole, it is a 
most admirable 

wroduction, True, 
it has been pointed 
out that Mr. Solo- 
mon is not Sir 
Arthur Sullivan. 
But what of it? 
There are people 
who are not so in- 
fatuated with that 
composer but that 
they can appre- 
ciate the merit of 
Mr. Solomon's 
/ tuneful numbers ; 
iy, and there are 
others who are un- 
prejudiced enous 
to admit that Mr. 
Gilbert is not the 
only person who 
can write funny 
libretto. There 
are instances, how- 
ever, where the 
composer and _li- 
brettist, instead of 
keeping to their own methods, have imitated their predecessors, 
This is to be regretted, We attribute the dull portion of the opera 
to this mistake, 


ALLY BLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THERE is a man named John Melbourne, at present resident at 
Canton, who claims to possess the power of causing rain to fall 
whenever he wishes. He has a 
broken any number of droughts cat 
in Australia, New Zealand and 
India, and he certainly proved 
successful upon being put to the 
test by the residents of Canton 
who betted heavily upon the 
result. It's lucky for the Rain- 
maker that he wasn't born a few 
centuries ago, or he would cer- 
tainly have been hung for prac- 
tising the Black Art. As it is, 
he’s not the sort of man one 
would care to offend by omitting 
to send him an invitation to a 
icnic, or similar function, where 
oveliness congregates in the 
fetchingest and  ftlimsiest of 
attire, for he could retire to his 
laboratory, and with a few 
mystic incantations cast a dam- 
per on the proceedings which 
not even the smiles of your best 
girl could effectually dispel. 


2 

On Friday evening, July 3rd 
the Sink of Iniquity journey 
to the Elephant and Castle 
Theatre, to see Lawrence Daly's 
Company in the Fuur-Act, Ro- 
mantic, Musical, Emotional and 
Amusing Comedy-Drama, The Prime Minister, A, SLOPER and the 
Seer pera party of noblemen and costermongers who accom- 
panied him were highly pleased with The Show, and congratula- 
tions and drinks all roun brought the proceedings to a close. 


s 
THE iy pal cb of Sunday, July 5th, was spent by the Eminent 
and Alec in a Procession got up in aid of the Funds of St. Mary's 
Hospital, Paddington, “ Let’s see, feyther,” remarked the Blossom 
“the last time you was took to the ‘orspital was that night you fell 
over the scraper on the return journey from the Board Meeting of 
the Ruimfoozlers, wasn't it?” Far louder than the strains of the 
combined bands, which accompanied that long Procession, were 
the yells of A, Sloper, junr, es 
s 


THE Friend of Man was not present at the marriage of Mr. Par- 
nell and Mrs, O'Shea, as has been stated in the Society Journals, 
nor did the Old 'Un make use of the expression that he considered 
Charles left the Registrar's Office without a Steyning his character, 


* 

In spite of the strongest efforts on the part of one or two of the 
more intelligent members of the London County Council to per- 
suade their col- 
leagues to pass a 
vote acquiescing in 
the formation of 
bands of musicians, 
to discourse sweet 
music in our parks, 
gardens and other 
open spaces, It 
was only by the 
small majority of 
three votes that 
these meddlesome 
twaddlers con- 
seuted toaccede to 
the expressed 
wishes of the 
London public. 
The mean, selfish 
and — despicable 
conduct of these 
gentlemen, who 
are supposed to re- 
present the voice 
of their constitu- 
ency is too well 
known to dilate 
upon here, and we 
only hope that when the time comes round for them to again seek 
the support of the electors, that the latter body will give vent to 
their disgust by ousting these nobodies from oftice. 

ss 


s 
WE think it right that it should be known that the Jnterriew 
with Mr. Gladstone, published in last week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” 
was printing before the announcement of the death of the Right 
Hon, Gentleman's son was made public, 
se 
s 
*THE True Story of ALLY SLOPER and the Paint Pot" is the 
title of a capital little booklet just published by the Artistic Litho- 
graphic Co., 10 Bunhill Row, E.C., and humorously depicting, as it 
does, by the aid of charming coloured illustrations and capital verse, 
one ot the numerous adventures of the Eminent, we have great 
pleasure in recommending it to the notice of our juvenile readers. 


s 

Wuat price the Music Hall Sports this year? Good old rain! 
Good old Purkiss.! Good old‘Warner ! Good old Coborn! Good 
old everybody ! ** 

WITH evergreen and genial Charles Morton taking the reins of 
management, and with a programme in quagtity and quality equal 
to any, and superior to most of the 
other London music halls, the pro- 
spects of the Tivoli Music Hall 
are looking up, and the London 
Pavilion, Royal and Oxford will 
have to sharpen up considerably if 
they do not wish to be out-paced in 
their race for public patronage. 
The artistes engaged at the Tivoli 
are all stars of the first magnitude, 
loveliness, as is to be expected and 
desired, being well represented ; 
and, where all are so perfect, to 
individualize would be unfair. 
Suffice it to say the entertainment 
pose is excellent, and we 

eartily recommend those of our 
readers who patronize music halls 
to pay this establishment a visit. 


* 

IN the paragraph relating to our 
£1,000 Prize, which appeared in our 
issue of June 27th, we said that no 
further allusion would be made to 
the subject until the result was pub- 
lished in ourcolumns, Weare com- 
pelled, however, to refer to it again 
in order to clear up a@ misunder- 
standing which exists in the minds 
of those of our readers who think 
that, because we have discontinued 
our Weekly Prizes, we shall not 
award the £1,000 Prize. We are anxious to assure them that we 
are now busy examining the Rhymes sent in, and when every one 
of the many thonsands to hand has been carefully read, we shall 
give the £1,000 to the writer of what we consider the best. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


4 CALENDAR VOR THE WEEK ENDING JULY 257TH, 1391, 
—— 


miuster eg Mia this day by a youne man, who sought to 
recover £1 as damages on account of his having been refused | Aseat 


he a 
coals to leave in the cloak room, as requested, Consequently, 
the ma) ; 


chant, was travelling ina cogil with his wife from Wittenburg to 


covered with “a matted mass of bees, hair and blood,” and he fei! 
down insensible. M. Eulert, whose mouth was filled with bees, rushed 
off for assistance. Mdme. Eulert was found lying face downward 
on the proeat, happily not much injured. The coachman was still 
insensible, and for forty-eight hours his case was precarious. The 
bees being at last driven away by burning hay and straw, the 
suffering horses were examined and were discovered to be in a 
frightful condition. One died the same day from the effect of the 
stings it had received, and the other the following day. 


2ist July, 1828.—A r of this date says—“A few days 
since, in the market-place of Honiton, Henry Broom, of the parish 
of Buckerell, after enumerating her various qualifications, put his 
wife up at auction. The woman, fine grown and of handsome per- 
son, about oe years of age, and three years married, stuod 
by his side, and the first bidding was that of a painter, who offered 
2s. 6d. ; upon which she said, ‘Thank you, sir.” A carpenter cried 
7s. 6d. ; and a Knight of the Thimble 2s, more. A barber toppe:l 
the whole, augmenting the biddings by &s. at once. Upon this, 
Thomas Tremlett, of Awliscombe, named One Pound, and, the 
husband crying ‘a lucky hit,’ Jet fall his hammer. The money was 
instantly paid, and the transfer of property took place, and the 
pair moved off together. But the indignation of the spectators, 
upwards of 1,000 in number, was by this time excited, and Broom 
was assailed by hisses.” 


22nd July, 1812.—The Battle of Salamanca, between Wel- 
lington and Marmont, was fought this day. Early on the morning 
of the battle, a noble lord, who was aide-de-camp to the Duke, paid 
him a visit, and, perceiving him lying ona very small camp bed- 
stead, observed that his grace “had not room to turn himself.” 
The ke immediately replied, with much humour, “When you 
have lived as long as J have, you will know that when a man 
thinks of turning 2” his bed, it is time he should turn owt of it.” 


23rd July, 1840.—The Vaccination Act was passed this day. 
The Sultan, a year or two ago, had the ladies of the seraglio vacci- 
nated. An Italian physician, employed for the purpose, was, in 
accordance with Oriental usages, not permitted to see the faces of 
the fair subjects of the operation, who were carefully concealed 
behind a screen. A slit had been made in the centre of it just large 
enough for the passage of the arm,and through it one hundred and 
thirty arms of different hues, from dusky black to snowy white, 
were presented to the operator in succession. 


24th July, 1877.—At Aberdare Police Court, this day, a 
number of persons were fined for allowing their dogs to be at large 
unmugzled. Incidentally, Mr. Khys, one of the sitting magistrate, 
chairman and vice-chairman of several public bodies, remarked 
that he himself had been inadvertently guilty of the same offence. 
He, thereupon, fined himself tive shillings, observing that unles< 
he adopted this course, he could not conscientiously fine uther 
people tor breaches of the law. 


26th July, 1768.—On this day, “an extraordinary gust of 
wind” occurred in Shropshire, and a farmer's son, of the name of 
Bishop, sixteen years of age, “ was lifted four or five yards from the 
Beto and carried eizhty yards in the air, over a fish - pond, 


edge and stone wall, and fell ina field of hay, receiving little hurt.’ 


WHAT, INDEED! 
WE walked together, side by side, 
One perfect summer night ; 
This dull world seemed like paradise, 
Bathed in the soft moonlight. 


Upon my arm her little hand 
y softly, and a thrill 
Of keen delight sent through me, as 
A soft touch sometimes will. 


I drew her closer to my side ; 
For why should I disguise 

The love | felt since first | looked 
Into her deep brown eyes? 


1 saw the moon's rays lightly kiss 
Her lovely upturned face ; 

And I—well, what would you have done 
If you'd been in my place? 


a 


EMPHATIC. : 

“ AnD do you,” she fondly asked, as her parti-coloured squint lit 
on his beautifully dyed moustache—“ Do you really love me! Do 
you think now as pos said last night, when you were full of lush 
and lovingness—that you could not live without me?” 

The impecunious swain gazed upon the millionaire’s daughter 
with a wounded air. 

“Live without you!" he exclaimed, artfully removing her _left 
earring and mentally appreising it at fifteen of the best. “Live 
without you, Dora! Why, I should bally well starve!" 


——— ee 


GAELIC. 

THEY had been to the funeral of the por fellow who had met 
his death by falling from the top of the ladder, and had cheerfully 
one through the ordeal of cramming twenty-eight units of wor 
nto three mourning coaches, and when a fellow mourner informed 
them that he had been to the wake the night before (the remains 
were of Hibernian extraction), they asked him what it was like. | 
“Well,” said he, “I’m blowed if 1 know much about this kind o 
thing. The widder sat at the corpee's ‘ed, an’ figgered an’ spouted 
a lot o’ stuff as they said was Garlic—though I freely own it might 

‘a’ bin pidgin-Greek for all 1 could make of it!" 


THE “PERKS” OF OFFICE. 

“FATHER, hear me,” yelled Robesia, as the portly earl strode 
across the oaken floor of the castle hall: “ Richard O'Henne--¥ 
Shortcrop, a descendant of a Norman king—for he has told mt 
so—and no varlet of low degree, as thou thoughtest, will ere lous 
have coffers of red, red gold. He will be rich—and then!” 

“Say you so?” said Lord Ludovic, raising his eyebrows. “ And 
how, hussy, will he raise the wind? Has he backed the winner of 
the Eclipse Stakes, or does he contemplate going into the ice-cream 
business? Expound, girl.” ae 

“None of these, dear father,” cried the lovely maiden, springins 
into theair and clapping her heels together thrice ere she descende:. 
“None of these. He has been appointed an Inspector of Proprie- 
tary Clubs, with liberty to charge his exes, by the London Count) 
Council, and he starts at once.” 

“Then,” replied the father, with memories of a recent case sl! 
fresh in his memory, “then I revoke my former refusal, Robe=!:'. 
Thou marriest him on his return. Thank heving! I shall have * 
son-in-law who will never need to stick me for 2 loan ;” and the 
lordly one embraced his daughter aud roared tor a three-huoped 
pail of beer. 
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[It is rumouret that Mr. Henry Arthur Jones is (in adiition to contemplating 
running @ theatre of his own) preparing more lectures on dramatic art, etc., etc. } 


— WHATE'ER's in debate, 


1f it doth but relate : 
| lanes ON THINGS | To the Stage, or the Stage’s 
| IN JCZNERAL 
| 


\ 


You safely mav bet 
That you quickly will get 
A lecture or letter from Jones. 
On “ Theatrical Art” 
He can well bear his part, 
And the great L.C.C. dreads his 
tones ; 
On these themes, there's no 
doubt, 
You may always look out 
For a lecture or letter from 
Jones, 


Re the “ Sketch "—in “ halls" 


playea— 
(For which J. votes “Free 


| “dry bones, 


rade 
Henry mocks at all pessimist 
moane ; 
Whene'er that theme's aired 
Ve are always prepared 
___ For a lecture or letter from 
Jones. 


Een though now he seems 
prone 
1o run shows of his own, 
And adopt managerial tones, 
Yet we (you may lay), 
Will receive, day by day, 
Frejuent lectures and letters from Jones, 


—————_——_——. 


DAINTY LUCINDA. 
¢A ROMANCE OF FOLKESTONE.) 


TOWLVER T conld have been mad enough—but there, ‘tis useless 
to reproacy iy sell, but Ladmit to a feeling of intense satisfaction 
in giving vent to my feelings. Oh, ase! IDIOT! and FOOL! 

am, or rather was, a City clerk in receipt of thirty shillings 
weekly (supplemented by the occasional embezzlement of the 
office postage-stamps), and an annual holiday of one week, which 
I this y «+ determined to spend in doing Folkestone—Folkestone, 
which has been the means of completely xxdoing me. 

What if I did call myself Captain Tickleby? 1 was a captain— 
of a rising if unknown cricket club. What if my conversation was 
of earls, of duchesses, of Pall Mall,the Row, of Lady Dash's dances, 
of my. visits to Mentone, Monte Carlo and Paris? Surely it wa 
more interesting than if | had talked of counter-jumpers or bar- 
muds, of Camberwell or Hackney, of shilling “hops” or of my 
intimate acquaintance with Ramsgate, Yarmouth or Southend. 
Was it my fault, either, that Lucinda Smith, dainty, sunny haired 
Lucinda, fell a victim the first time [ appeared in those nine and 
elevenpenny — flannel 
“bags? True I attribute 
her behaviour more to my 
handsome and distin- 
guished :ppearance, but 
modesty prevents me 
from mentioning it. Ah, 
sweet Lucinda! methinks 
I see again the oming 
blush which mounted to 
your cheeks as I declared 
my passion, feel again the 
wild thrill of delight as 
you coyly answered 
“Yes,” increased a thou- 
sandfold by the admis- 
sion artfully pumped 
from you that your father 
was oofy. Well do I re- 
member sitting lost in 
admiration of your beauty 
and the rete | 


Before my mind's eye floats a picture of the walk to the station 
to meet Lucinda’s parent ; again I see an old gentleman fondly 
embrace my adored one, and then turn to me with a kindly greet- 
ing; again I hear the astonished cry of wonderment as Mr. Smith 
—old Smith, my employer, for ‘tis he—recognizes in his intended 
son-in-law his tnfluenzaial clerk : again I feel his toe upon my 
Person, and see Lucinda faint and her irate parent removed in an 
apoplectic fit by a crowd of astonished porters, My dream is o'er. 
€ have been dismissed without a character, and when I have 
expended the amount paid me for this public relation of my sor- 
tows, shall probably—starve, 


_—_ 


GIRLS OF THE «FRIV.” 
No. 3.—Larp1 Lonesox, 
FRIVOLOUS, frolicing, fun loving belle— 


Roystering, rollicking, rare damozelle— 
Loud i the laugh of you, clear as a 


Cheering the chaff of you seems to each 


swell. 
How Me all sigh for you, how can I 
tell? 


Fain would we die for you, luscious 
! 


Firs a6 your thoughts as of fairy in 
dell ; 


Tuneful your notes as of gay Philomel. 
Chubby your cheek is, your ear’s like a 


Shell; 

Sylph-worthy beak is your organ of 
smell. 

Neat ae the feet on you, ankles as 


well, 

Oh! but I'm sweet on you, sprightl 
LL! you, sprightly 

Stern melancholia, fearsome and fell, 


You, love, can wholly avert or dispel ; 
You, with completeness, all sorrows can 


; ; quell ; 
} te | Yon, love, in eweetness all “ Friv,” girls 
L a excel, 


Fain would T carry you whither! dwell— 
Gladly I'd marry you, merry L. Li! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


30 CAWLEY Roan, N.E., June 22nd, 1891. 
DEAR SLOPER,—Having had the honour to be a pointed, on 
June Ith, 1890, your “Safety Burner Maker,” what Pe you think 
my feelings were when I read that rhodomontade about the upset- 
ting of a Paraftin Lamp ?—which you ought to have recollected 
was fitted with one of my Patent Safety Burners, by means of 
which, even if it had been alight, all 5 Me would have been 
averted. At first, I felt that nothing short of your life would 
satisfy me, but when I reflected on the long list of your public 
benefactions, I determined to let you off with an ample apology, 
and a contribution to your friend Mercier's Hospital ; and will 

remain, Yours till extinguished, 

CHAS, E. POSTLETHWAITE, 

ee Be 
SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 


No, 70.—HE SREKS TO SHOW THAT THERE WAS ONCE A 
SLOPER WHO WENT TO HEAVEN!!! 
Twas old Professor Frostylug, 
And his age was ninety-three, 
And his form like a cyclist’s back was bent, 
And his face was as pale as a friar's in Lent, 
And his hair was non cat, like a moon-shooter's rent, 
And to Keg and Paul's went he! 


Upspake Professor Frostylug 
To the publishers, Kez and Paul— 
“Tn bibliotheca to-day I've found 
An ancient MS., which I'll dare to be bound 
You will purchase from me for a thousand pound, 
And ‘twill make you your fortune withal,” 


“Now what is that, Sir Frosty lug?” 
“Tis a proof that the famed report 
Of St. Swithin has got a bit mixed, I trow, 
For the saint who through forty wet days lay low, 
Was the devil a bit of St. Swithin—no, no !— 
But St. SLopeR of MILDEW Court.” 


“Ha! Say ye so, Sir Frostylug?” 
Cried Keg and Paul, in a sweat : 
“Pray let us examine your parchment through, 
And, if haply we find that your tale is true, 
We will jolly soon purchase the work from you 
For a thousand pounds, you bet.” 


Then forked Professor Frostylug 
The manuscript out with n . 
And the eyes of Keg o'er the parchment rolled, 
And ‘twas tested by Paul, as one testeth gold, 
Till they found that the tale the Professor had told 
1 Was as true as a tale could be. 


“We'll give for the work, Sir Frostylug, 
Nota single ‘thou.,’ but twain ; 
For the so-called Swithin as hereby proved, 
Was the grandsire—twenty-five times removed— 
Of our noble, our vor our well beloved 
Old Man of the Mildewed Brain,” 


But, while for Professor Frostylug 
Mr. Keg wrote out a cheque, 
His amile was changed to a furious frown, 
For a pale faced mask on the floor fell down, 
And the Sage stood revealed as a red nosed clown, 
As the Son of the Mildewed Wreck ! 


_—_—___ 


THE PITY O’ IT. 

“ILL, is he, poor chap? What's the matter with him?” asked 
the sympathetic Rumandmilker. 

“ The same complaint,” replied the simple licensed victualler, 
“the same old complaint as ‘as killed 80 many o' my best cus- 
tomers.” 

“Ah! he used to ‘gaze on it when ‘twas red,’ 
suppose. Poor fellow ! poor fellow !” 

“Gaze! Strike me upa plum-tree, who're yer gettin’ at? Gaze! 
No bloomin’ fear! 1f he'd a-done that, it might a-been better for 
him. No, as soon as he got ‘old of his glass it was out o’ sight ! 
There was no time for gazin' at it!” 


> 


IN THE BONE ORCHARD. 

IT was a walking funeral, anda damp, chilly day. Every now 
and then drenching showers came down, vicrty! y the weepers, for 
whom surely there was some little excuse, even i they were “a bit 
on.” Still, it was not expected they would have got so mixed about 
the late lamented. 

He wept bitterly at the graveside, shed copious tears in his 
whisky and water afterwards, and grew particularly pathetic when 
speaking of the lost one. 

“She was a good wife to him,” he sobbed, “and then to die su 
young—within six months of marrying him——" 

“ Nonsense, young man!” reproved an elderly female; “why— 
you must forget—they had five children !" 

“No, no—i knew her well ; they were only married last January. 
Why, wasn't I Bill's beat man ?—and didn't——?” 

“S-h-h-h!” whispered the matron, “get away unnoticed, young 
man—this is the wrong funeral!” 

—E—EEE 


THE RECONCILIATION. 
A SAILOR sailed on the stormy main 
(A smile for the true and brare !), 
And his heart was filled with a nameless pain, 
(Wild is the whirling ware !) 
“T love my love and she loves not me; 
And I pray, in the watches of night, to thee 
To swallow myself and my grief, O Sea!” 
(There is peace in the watery grave !) 


A maiden wept in a village home. 
(A sigh for the true and brave !) 

“T have sent my love on the deep to roam.” 
(Wild v8 the whirling ware /) 

“T held my peace and I fet him £0, 

For my heart's desire I refused to show ; 

And his loss, if I lose him, will lay me low!" 
(There is peace in the gloomy grace !) 


you mean, I 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“EMPTY vessels make the greatest sound.” Just you twig ALLY 
hanging down his pewter on the counter when he wants another 
“half o’ Yarm‘uth.’ 

WHEN the Man of Knowledge explained to his wife that a 
“hallucination” is “something people get into their heads,” he 
little thought Mrs. S. would ask her tradesman next day for “a 
small tooth hallucination comb,” 

THE Public Benefactor has received a poem of 1,280 verses, 
entitled, “Ode to the P. B." He has altered the title to “ Ode tu 
the W. P. B.," and passed the screed on to its destination, 

FIN DE SIkCLE CoRRIGENDUM—For the word “ leg” in No. 16 
(or thereabouts) of this hase rv, read “limb,” 

THE two greatest pocts of the day—Alfy aud ALLY. 


231 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
Rida lead 
BOLDEROCK. 

(A RoMauNT oF YE OLDEN TYME.) 

y Ye 


CHAPTER X.—( Continued ), 
“T LOVE thy daughter, guv'nor.” 
“Ha, beshrew me! Art not afraid to beard me thus, and 


“T love thy daughter.” 


threaten to rob me of my che-i-i-ld 2?" said Bolderock, the Terrible, 
as an ominous frown mantled on his brow, 

“Well, no; I think it isa very fair offer,” 

“ Art thou noble?” 

“Tam an Englishman.” 

“Tis a proud boast, I admit ; yet it is not all. Thon mizht's be 
an Englishman, and yet be a ‘ lapsed mass’ or a ‘submerged tenth,” 
and it is not meet that, in our position, we should marry beneath 
us, What is your degree?” 

“Degree! [am sorry to say I was plucked at Oxford.” 

“Paugh! I mean not that: [ ask what is thy station? Is 
thy father a belted earl? a baronet? a knight, at least? a 
County Councillor?" 

The youth sadly shook his head, 

“Great M'Dougall! has it come to this? Dost think I would 
wed my daughter to a common one horse plebeian? Out on thee ! 
thou'rt mad.” 

“T saved her life.” 

“And thou pre- 
Bumest on it. Had 
it not been for that, 
iriy I'd ere this have 
** brained thee. Away, 
fool! tarry no longer 
in Bolderock. Pack 
your carpet-bag and 
* skip; and, hark ye, 
forget the way back 
to Bolderock, or a 
cloth yard shaft may 

in you to a tree 

ike a British 
Museum beetle, Get 
thee gone!" 

The youth slowly 
left the apartment. 
As he stepped down 
the winding stair, he 
met the Lady Mary 
Ann, and hurriedly 
told her of his iil 
success, 

A hurried whis- 

red conversation 

ollowed, and five 
minutes afterwards 
the youth, carpet- 
in hand, might 
have been seen 
crossing the draw- 
bridge of Bolderock 
Castle, and an acute observer might have noticed a tiny hand- 
kerchief waved to him from the top of one of the turrets. 


Au revoir! 


CHAPTER XI. 

Two nights later, twas near the witching hour of night, when 
two figures crept cautiously from the little doorway at the base of 
the turret. 

One of the figures was that of Lady Mary Ann; the other was 
that of her faithful maiden, Jane. . ; : 

“Thou'tt sure you will be able to keep his attention diverted?’ 
said the Lady Mary Ann. 

“Never fear, He is tremendously jealous, and we have had a 
tow. He will be glad 
to see me, because I 
threatened to throw 
him over and marry 
Jack -a- Dale, the 
warder. Have no 
fear. But, hark!” 

From the woods 
came a cry, soft ns 
the cooing of the 
wood pigeon. 

“Lurliety !” 

“Tis he!" said 
Lady Mary Ann. 

“Hush! here 
comes Tommy At- 
kins on sentry duty. 
Hide there a minute 
till I lead him away 
in conversation, and 
then——” 

“Farewell, good 
Jane; I'll never for- 
get thee.” 

“ How do, Tommy 
Atkins?" said Jane. 
saucily, as she led /[i- 
the warrior along /4 
the battlements. 

Quickly the Lady 
Mary Ann advanced 
to the battlements. 
Opening the parcel : : 
of alleged samples she had received at partinz with the youth, she 
disclosed a long silken rope ladder. Deftly she ‘snotted one end to 
the wheel of one of the cannons which bristled on the wall, and, 
throwing the ladder over, she began to descend, 

(To be continued newt week, ) 


“How do, Tommy Atkins?” 


No, 212.—Mn, Etnesi WELLS, F.O.S, 

“Tt is with the deepest regret —regret so deep as to be per- 
fectly unfathonuble —that we are this week compelled to crave 
the kind induly eof our rewlers for the lack of interesting 
particulars cc “i with the career of the proprietor of the 
celebrated Pel Club, Mr. Ernest Wells. When we, witli all the 
assumption which characterizes the eonvieted pick pocket, 
attemptel to euter t rel portals of the club with the object 
of adding to our soni it meagre sture of information, we were 
set upon by the entire chucking out staff of that establishment, 
assisted by a select purty of amateur and professional boxers ; 
and, but for the timely intervention of our hero, should, doubt. 
less, have perished. He saved us, however; and, out of grati- 
tude, we withhold many incidents connected with his career 
which it was our intention to make public. Never, even in the 
interest of our reade: i breathe one word whieh might be 

Layainst the man who savel us from the fate betitting a 
ive. Our only wish is that the enterprising myrmidon of 
w who sneaked into the club recently under the pretence 

¥ a mem Hed for drinks and cigars, and then went 
yand sumimor the proprietor for selling them, had re- 
evived but a portion of the punishment to which we were by 
mnistake treated, Chiefly because he's the ‘Father of the Flock,’ 
our hero was ereated F.0.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
Presented to him April 20th, Us80." —Debrete Improved. 


—— 


NOTICE | 
= 
CAVELT YY To 


Juvenile Goliath. Look ‘ere, mister, if yon go shovin' agin 
me, dashed if I don't kick yer on the bloomin’ jaw. 


Snargles, Sorry your mother-in-law is dead. She is going 
to be cremated, I hear, A 

Soutes, Yes. my siear fellow, she wished to anticipate 
the next world by getting cremated in this, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE ARTFUL BOATMAN. 
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Boatman. Boat, sir? Yes, sir, certuinly. Which shall I send with you, an ordinary boatman, or my deaf 
and almost blind mate % 


Swell, Anordinary one, of course, What good would a deaf— ? i 
Hoatman, Gont, sir ?— poo? Why, that ‘ere blind and deaf chap ‘as been a reg'lar goldmine. Whena 


Pretty couple like yerselves yoes out bowting, do they want everythink they does seen and ‘eard? Not they! 


Well, the conseq ‘eds that, when they return, they are so pleased with the man’s behaviour, that, besides 
tipping him, they peas me double ‘ire for the boat. 


Saturday, July 18, 1891, 


——_—___., 


AFTER A REVIEW OF THE ARTISTS’ Corps. 
“Get ont of the way, Jem. Can't ver see that one vo 
the bloomin’ sketchers wants to pass,” 
ee 


BITER BIT. 
Jolly Angler, Yufernal nuisance, Angelina, haven't 
had a “ bite” all day. 
Wye. Then what to goodness, Algernon, has become 
of the contents of the luncheon basket ? 


A CRUEL 


(1.) Tottie Clinkerbuilt was the lovely daughter of the boatbnilder, and young 
Cheapside sought to gain her affections by displaying his aquatic skill. It was a cruel 
fate that tempted h'm to invite her to go for a sail in a cockle-shell like that.—(2). 
“Yes,” said he,“ it's a wonder there aren't more accidents, considering the sort of 
jossers as ‘ires boats, And, as you was sayin’, Miss C., the awkwardness of some of 
“em, especially wen it comes to managin’ a sail—well, there !"——(3). At this 
moment, & sudden “ cat's-paw” swept the stream, and Chenpside took a dive, taste- 


FAILURE, 


fully draped in canvas.— (4). “ Well. of all the clumsy little apes I ever came across |" 
observed Tottie, us she watched his disappearing form. “ Blest if 'e ain't splashed 
my noo ‘at !"——(5), “ But I suppose I'd better tow ‘im ashore somehow, I dessay ‘e'll 
come in useful for somethin’ some day or other."——(6). Poor Cheapside felt about as 
stnall as they make ‘em when they unrolled him; but the unkindest cut of all was 
when the cruel charmer joined in the laughter of the ruffianly assistant in the yard, 
with whom, as he afterwards learned, she was keeping company. 


DANCING GIRLS. 


‘4 


NOTEWORTHY. 


Friend. Really charming! Some of Mrs. Smith's notes ure like 
| the warbling of a bird, 


Smtth. To you, no doubt, some are. To me, every note she sings 


No. 3. 
The girl who eats a big supper, is a bird ‘un, 


BAL 


THE LANDLADY’S DAUGHTER. 


LLM 


Landiady’s Dux shter, Vos very funny, Mr. Marlow, how 
much more often your buttons come off than any of eur 


other lodgers. Hadn't you better clauge your washer- 
woman ? 


Mr. Marlow, Not for worlds. 


jopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, Loudon, EU.—Saturday, July 1s, 1891, 


